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E T not the tender Muſe, unnotic'd paſs 
L Gunner's Cruelty—Soon as the Scythe, 

And Sickle keen, have ſhorn the golden Grain z 
Array'd, in all the Equipage of Death, 
Forth the ſtern Monſter ſtalks : His motly Dog, 
Innate, ſagacious, and well train'd, ſkims o'er 
The languid Fields, and ſnuffs the hollow Breeze; 
Not leaves one ſingle Track unbeaten— When near 
The feather'd Crowd, he ſcents their fleeting Steam, 
And like a ſculpter'd Image, ſtands ; his Eyes 

bo Dreadful 


(6] 
Dreadful and piercing, direct the Caitif's 's s Steps, 
Where lie the baſking Covey. 'Th' vigilant — 


Firſt gives the Alarm, and mounting, Danger eam. 
But, very ſoon, flat on the cruſted Glebe, 

A mangled Victim falls. Th' afſid'ous Nurſe 

Next takes her fearful Flight, and Joudly bids 

Her ſquatting Offspring leave theit duſty Domes, 
And follow her: Swiftly the pond'rous Lead 
O'rtakes her ſounding Wings, and hapleſs ſhe, 
Shares the ſame unhappy Fate of her late, 
Murder'd Conſort. Still ſtands the wily Dog, 
Stiff pointing one by one the ſhudd'ring Birds, 
Who, as their Fear increaſes, cloſer es 

In woeful Plight; urg'd to their laſt Recourle, 
With Motion flow, the feeble Wing is ſpread ; 
And, as they reeling paſs the dubious Air, 

With ſhatter'd infant Robes, half ſhorn away, 
Down drop the lifeleſs Tribes! — Within the Space 
Of leſs than one ſhort Hour, ( terrible to tell!) 
The whole Family are extin&t! 
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— Nor is 


The timid Hare, lodg'd in the full- grown Buſh, 

Or ſlender Shrub, or yellow goſſy Fog, 

Or thiſtiy Lawn, ſhagg'd Furze, or ruſby Dell, 
_ @ 0 5 . , , Or 


171 
Or Furrow flop'd, ſecure: Full ſpeed; with Noſe 1 
Ere&, th' buſy. Pointer, ſadden ſmells. 

The living Race; who fluctuate unſeen, 

About his Sphere, and bending ſtands athwart: 
His riven Chops, and rolling baleful Eyes, 
Dccp fix his rueful, ghaſtly Aſpect, 

O: the ſhudd'ring Creature's Heart; that, with 
Quick Palpitations, beats as tho jt would burſt, - 

O ſad perplexed Animal! — Alas! +» 

What can She do? To ſtay is inſtant Death ; 3 

To go the ſame: The deadly blood · ſtain'd Brute 
Draws ſofily, cautious, ditectly on 

Her guardleſs Citadel, and routs her thence 
The roaring Tube retards her nimble Feet, 
And lays her bieathleſs, * on the Ground. 


At laſt, his Bag well cram'd, he trudges Home 
Elate; and loudly. joyous, long harangues 
The liſt'ning Family, on Pompy's 
Mighty Deeds and Goodneſs : His lovely Gun; 
His own unequal'd Skill, counts out his Spoils, 
And glaries in the Murder of the Day. | 


Not to relate the hideous Din of War, 
Where ſullen Cruelty, ( frightful indeed!) tx 
| Rob 'd 
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Rob'd in complete Steel, with crimſon Horror, 
Stalks along the daring er. where Thouſands 
meet, 
F ar from their native ink iu racul Conflict 3 
Man to kill Man; devoid of Malie, ſtab 
Their fellow r and drench th ſun- pierc d 
wide | 
Inhoſpitable Plains, with human Gore 
The peaceful Muſe, ſhrinks from the ſhocking Scene; 
Agaſt! which Words were never made to paint, 


When this dull Spot tolls near the frozen Poll, 
And her inlight ning Sun peeps dimly thro' 
The hazy Chambers of the South ; ſudden 
The howling Winds, loaded with rude Finter's Robes; 
Begin to viſit the drooping Fields; then, from 
The joyleſs gloomy Windows of the North, 
By the pale Path of Cyntbia's borrow'd Rays, 
Benighted and benumb'd, the dapple creſted 
Woodcock comes. Round every trembling Bog, | 
Or ſolitary Waſte, or bub'ling Stream, 
Or lonely Grott, or Foreſt huge, where deep 
Imbower'd th' inoffenſive Bird, boreing 
Labourious, from the porous Earth, extracts 


Her conſtant Suſtenance, the artful Spanie! 
Striet reſearches. —— When 
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— — When once upon che Foot, 
Th alarming Cty is loud as Thunder rais'd, 
And ch' poor Animal i is like a Felon, 
Scamp'ring from the Hand of Juſtice, hunted, 
Mark! Ready, mark! the nodding Copſe reſound ; 
Flutt'ring, and half ſtrangled in the thorny Fence, | 
Before her clatt'ring Wing, the topmoſt Bough 
Surmounts ; Death o'er takes her hob'ling Flight, 
And drops her dead, upon the ſriendleſi Soil, 
Nor is the Snipe, with all bis artful Shifts, 
Or roſy boſom'd Bulifinch, ſweetly ton'd, 
Oc hopping, ſooty-colou rd Blackbird ſafe. 


The beaut'ous ſpeckled · fronted Thruſhes, 
(Loud Choireſters!) whoſe ſwelling Pipes are heard 
O'er all the Vills, from diſtant Grove to Grove, 
Diſtinct: Thy vile ill-fated Hand, oft robs 
Their ſlender plaiſter'd Domes, rude littering 
In horrid Heaps, their future Hope confounds: 

Or, when they're neſting on the tender Spray, 
In am'cous Mood, or wiſely planning Schemes 
Of Temperance, and houſhold Welfare; the Gun, 
The conſtant, loving, buſy Pair divides, 
And inconſolable, chagrin, forlorn, 
A plaintive Widow leaves — For many ſad 
C Re- 
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Revolving Seaſons, as uncouth ſhe Rrayy 


Round the dull Grove, and ſolitary Waſte ; 
When th' irkſom Thought of tender Partner, 


Sitten from her Side, ſteals athwart her cold 
Boſom, her ſhiv'ring Nerves convulſiye rock: 


The gentle Gales are loaded with her Sighs; 

Slow reeling to ſome popular Shade, in deep 
Diſtreſs ſhe droops, and mours the live long Day; 
Nor Solace finds, in all the Bloom of Spring, 


The early Lark, who well before the brown 
Brow'd Night have folded up her duſky Wing, 
Or twinkling Twilight, in pale Gladneſs clad, 
Soft peeping out her grey Completion, ſhews 
To the benighted Wanderer, ſprings from 
Her moſſy Couch, at the firſt Dawn of Day; 
And all the plumy Race, from Slumbers mild, 
Awakes—awakes, to ſweetly join with her 
Melodious Song, as ſhe aloof and bold, 


Soaring on th' ſpacious Path of Heav'n, treads.— 


Theſe are thy Prey, Oh! ſteady Tyrant, Man 
Fell Thief, and Plunderer of all the Globe 


Behold yon ſpiry Elm, bleach'd o'er with Snow, 
And on her yielding Boughs, blank crowding fit 
quaking 
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Waking and ſorrowful, the fad deſponding 
Fieldifares ; while their full ſwoln tearful Eyes, 
Upon.th' tawny barren Hedge, and bleak Sail, 
Are all in deep Attention fix'd; no harm 
Suſpecting, but what the inclement Seaſong, 
Wub its gloomy Aſpect threat'ns ; ſlyly 
Congh'd, perdue, in the rough briery Ditch, 
The dreary 8 takes his deadly Aim, 
Admiſt a diſmal Show'r of rattling Ice, 
And floating Plumage gay, prone to the Earth, 
In murder'd Heaps, the hapleſs Strangers fall! 


The ſturdy Boy, now from his ſobbing Mates, 
Rudely, relentleſs, drags with ſecret Glee, 
Poor Chanticleer; and on the rugged Stones, 
With double twiſted String, cloſe fett'ring ſtakes ; 
Whether to meet the notty oaken Club, 
With nervous Arm, flung from the ruſtic Clown, | 
Or bellowing Gun, full charg'd with deadly Balls, 
He boldly ſtands with open, Front, and crows 
Regardleſs! — But O, ye nightly Songſt' rs 
Ye noble Birds! How much I pity you — 
You, that tell the ted'ous Hours as they pals, 
And rouze the rural Labourer to his Toll ; | 
That you ſhou'd thus be tortur'd like the worſt 


Of 
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Of Felons, broke on the Iron Wheel, 
Is cruel, and inhuman, too great for Words! 


When on the Ground, the d Ground, at 
Cloſe of Eve, 
( All innocent as Innocence it ſelf ) 
The tuneful Linnets, are buſy picking up | 
Their ſcanty Supper; among the guardleſs ? tibet; 
The deſperate Ruffain, thund'ring pours 
His black Artillery : Huge maſſy Balls, 
Wide tears their tender Carcaſſes, and lop 
Whole Limbs away—Some, perhaps, ſurvive 
The bloody Slaughter, tho' keenly wounded ; 
And fink, in unfrequented Cells, with Pain 
The moſt acute, to die a ling ting Death, 


How vain the Triumph o'er theſe feeble Birds! 
They, who every Summer's Morn, fit lovely 
Oa the yellow Furze, or ſpicy ſpangled Shrub, 
Their pleaſing Harmony, ſoft chanting forth, 
Sweet as the fragrant Breath of early Spring; 
The roſy-featur'd Mzlk- Maid Mind delighting, 
As ſhe hies on tow'rds her lowing Care, 
To drain from their full Bags, the lucious Streams. 
See how her Paſtures cuff the Morning Dew? K 

| er 
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| Her youthful Blobd darts rapid thro' her Veins} -/ 


/ 


And ſtrange Emotions ſeize her trembling Heart! 

Touch'd with a tender, am'rous, rambling Flame, 

She wiſhful rolls her ſparkling Eyes about, 

(Killing to meet!) and wonders at the Cauſe 

Of all this pleaſing Agony: — Tis Love! 

Dear Virgin; big thirobs thy ſnowy boſom, 

The fainter Lawn dividing, and naked 

Makes it pant, and beave, and ſwell upon the Theine} | 

That joyful Theme of ſocial Happineſs, 

In rural Life, when cloſe united to 

Some ruſtic Villager. Alone not this L 

Fair N ymph, but Crowds * Being, — 
ſmall, 

Who haply fit on every green: „gd Leaf, 

From human Eye conceal'd, are highly chear'd 

To hear ſuch mellow trilling Tones, and glad, 

With their {oft att Pipes; the Concert —_— | 


The ſavage Beaſt, who, in huge Foreſt, whelp | 
A horrid Brood of the moſt deadly Kind; | 
That lurk in Caverns, muff d with diſmal Shades, 
And, nightly howling, load the bellowing Winds 
With Terror! ſhaking the doleful Deſfart, 
The mould'cing Oaks, and all their ancient Sons, 
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With Raifing Awe; affect the tender Heart! | 1 
How much diſmay d, the ſhip wreck'd Sailor ſtands, i 
Whoſe inauſpicious Stars have caſt on ſuck 

Inhoſpitable Shores! To hear the Roar c 
Of famih'd Monſters, grimly patroling round 
The dreary Waſte in queſt of Food, to ſate 
Voracious Appetites. What Thought can reach 
The ickſome Tumult of bis tortur'd Soul | 
Lo! how his Fear incteaſes !- their fell Paws, 

And Talons huge, are deeply fixing on 

His trembling Fleſh ; and, like a Tortent, 
Tearing down th Sluice of LG? ob, Werd 
Man, | 

But recollect what thou thy ſelf haſt done! 

Not twice have Earth been wrapt in Darkneſs, fince 
Thy bloody Hand, hard ram'd the mighty Piece 
With deſperate, enormous, fatal Ball; 10 
And, like a Murder ſtanch, the thun'ring Ruin 
Right level'd at a tender Brother's Heart, 

Thus in this Life, or that which is to come, 


The great and mighty G op of Heav will 


Repay our Cruelties; and juſtly he, 
Who late no Mercy felt, now for it begs, 
Wich ſhrieking, e Tone, and is denied. 
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Now let the Muſe, with crimſon Maſh atteſt, 


What ſeems incredible, yet ſtrictiy true; 


Man's Nature's fall'n below the proting Herd, 
Behold the Piſtol, reſolutely plac'd 

Againſt his own Boſom : Hark, bidsous Noiſe! | 
What ſudden Crack, and deleful Groan was that? 
Dolcful indeed! and terrible to hear! 


Touch'd by the fatal Spark, th' incentive Grain, 


From Engine pent, forc'd its refiftleſs Way, 

Ard ſwift as lightning, thro his Vital pow'rs, 

Pierc'd th' rugged Sluge! See — ſee, out ſtretch d 
ftthere lies, 

In horrid Form, dead, and beſmear'd with Gore, | 

A wretched Animal, to Reaſon tack'd! 


Coward in Folio, thus to give up his Truſt, 


And fink, in Character, below the Brute} 


The weeping Crocedile®, th? dread Hyeana+, falſe; 
The Ounceh, the Bear, the baleful dau Snakel|; . 


The 

The Naturali ſts tell us, that = Crocodile, when he 
has killed his Prey, weeps over it 

Þ+ It is ſaid the Hycana artfully counterfeits the human 
Voice, and by that Means allures the Negroes from their 
Huts, and devours them. 

$ The Qunce or Lynx, is a wild Beaſt, ſpotted all over 
its Body, and of a very quick and piercing Sight. 

| The Rattling Snake is a very dangerous Creature, 
and it is r _ there is a certain Power of Attraction 1 in 
his Eyes, ſo as to draw Bodies to him and deſtroy them. 
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The glaring Tyger, and their ſhaggy King, 
With all their Cruelties, compar'd to Men, 


Are harmleſs : — Keen Hunger bit, and urg'd by 


ſtrong | 
Neceſſity, they kill, and kill to live; 
Nor joy in Death: But, Man, for mere Paſtime, 
Strikes from the Light of Heav'n, th * Song- 
ſters, 
And 2 Þ faddens all the ſpacious p ields! 


Wrapt in the ſpeary Graſs, ſaug lies the Quail, 
In Thought ſecure ; till ſwifily ruſtling oer 
The bending Stubble, the crafty Huntreſs, 
His latent winding Tract, thro' every Maze, 
With noiſy Joy perſues, and trembling from 
His Habitation drives: — Ah, pitcous Bird! 
The globous Ore cuts ſhort his buzzing Pinions, 
And inſtantaneous brings him wheeling down, 
Wounded and bloody, rolling on the Ground, — 
At ſuch extreme Variety of Woe, 
The conſcious Eye muſt ſurely drop a Tear, 
Or all its tender Faculties are loſt ! 


When 
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When tepid Gales refreſh the vernal Year, 
Firſt Comers of the fragrant leafy Kind, 
The Snow Drops raiſe their flow ry Heads, rich dreſs'd 
In Ermine Robes, white as the downy Swan; 
And, yielding low, with humble Reverence bows | 
Submiſſive, on the curious Gazer's Eye. 
The Primroſe gay, with comely Hue appears 
Delightful, glorying in her infant Pride; 
And ſpreads her ſpangled Boſom to the Sun, 
The Violet ſweet, the ſtarry Daiſy fair, 
The yellow balmy nodding Couſlip too, 
With ſtately Livery clad, like Champions ſtrut, 
In double Rows along the ſmilling Glades: h 
Then pleas'd, reviſit th' long abſent Tribes, 
Our cheatleſs Maſs, to propagate their Race. 
Hark ! bow they twitter on the ſooty Tops, 
And make the Sluggard bluſh ; ſwift winding down 
The heavy low'cing Duſk, they flying ſnap 
Their Inſet Food ſufficient : While, on 
The buſy, ſportive, inoffenſive Birds, 
To try the Goodneſs of his new-bought Gun, 
Forth roams, robuſt, the Lubber o'er the Meads ; 


i Or, 
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Or elſe, perhaps, ſome trivail Bet depends 
On the nice Shot; which, if he hits, how poor 
Is the Rejoicing, when the Swallow falls. 


Alas! alas! — Ye lovely harmleſs Nations, 
Ye pretty, pratling People, What have you done? 
In what have you offended Man, that Mark 
Of Ruin, your cauſeleſs Enemy? That he 
Shou'd ſmite your feeble Carcaſſes with Death, 
And drive them ſorely pierc'd in mangled Heaps: 
Nay, worſe, big glorying in the bloody 
Maſſacre, of ſweeping, ſhorn off at once 
Whole Colonies! — Was it for this Oh, ingrate 
Tyrant, vile relentleſs murd'ring Fiend ; 
That thou waſt taught to ſmile, and weep, and wear, 
(In ſuiting Thee) the fair celeſtial Face 
Of Angels? Beneath whoſe comely Aſpect, 
Brooding in black Diſguiſe, lurk every Vice 
Infatiate! How dreadful to relate ! 
Sill inly cheat'd, to ſee a Brother's Woe, 


In 


* 
* 
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Inhuman Wretch, thoſe cruel Deeds forbear, 


Of Heav'n Pity aſk, to touch thy Heart 
And let the Plumy Kingdoms dwell in Peace! 


FINALS. 
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